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Truck Drivin! Son -- by Frank C. Hill
{Vocal with guitar accompaniment)

Lord, I ain't no brakeman, I don’t ride no trains
I ain't no brakeman, I don't ride ro trains
But, ev'ry mile I drive this semi
There's a yodellin' in my brains

My Grandaddy sang them mule skirmers' blues
My Daddy paid railrcad engineers’ dues

They hauled freight 'cross the forty-eight
In the days before them freeway crews

Chorus:  (Lord, y'know that makes) me a truck drivin' som, son of a railroad man
I'm a truck drivin® son, son of a railroad man
Haulin' that freight down the interstate
In a forty foot twenty ton van

Alabama, Mississippi, Louisiara, Arkansas
Sweet Dallas Texas, Oklahoma

Colarado and Utah

Nevada, California, baby I've seen them all

Well, I drive 90 wher the limit is 55
[ drive 30 miles an hour —- speed limit's just 35
Out rurmin' that ol' smokey bear

Lord, I jus! can't take his jive

Chorus: I'm a truck drivin' son, son of a railroad man
I"m a truck drivin® sor, son of a railrcad man
Haulin! that freight down the irterstate
In a forty fool twenty ton van

I pulled cut ¢* ‘Frisce, headin’ down that interstate (highway, hey babe, y'gein® my way)

Said, I pulled cut o' ‘Friscc, headin' down that interstate (Number 5, Number 8, Number 10 'n' home again)
I'm goin' home to Beorgia
Baby I won't be late

Dor't y'call me on your C.B. - - - - if y* got no freight t' haul
Dor't y'call me on your C.B. (radio) if y' got no freight t' haul
"Cause I'm a high-ballin' red neck trucker

And I sure do hate to stall

Chorus: I'm a truck drivin® son, son of a railrcad man ...

Recorded live at Jerry Housley's club, “The Other Side", Austin, TX, Si. Valentine's Day, 1981, Original preduction
by (Astrologer) Robert Wilkinson, mix by Rity at Barvow Pit Studie, Rustin, TX. Re-mixed by Frank Hill.
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Sweet 'N' Mellow -- by Frank C. Hill
{Vocal with guitar accompaniment)

Laid back 'n' feelin' mellow, blue skies up above
High 'n" wide o'er the meadow, with the one I love
Got ro plansy no responsibility

Boin' it alone, workin® to keep it free

Chorus: Gettin' back to the country, livin' slow
Sweet 'n' mellow feelin' down in my soul

Red surcets glowin' yellow, colors of my dreams

Down beside the weeping willow, shadows all in greens
Warm and real are the good times we have fournd

Takin® it easy, both feet on the ground

Chorus:

Golden days 'n' courtry livin' keep me goin' strong

No black clouds, no evil sinnin', I know I can't go wrong
Down to earth, all my ramblin' days are o'er

It ain't perfect, but you know it's peaceful, Lord

Chorus:

Home studio recordings

You Take A Nickle -- by Frank L. Hill
{Vocal with guitar accompaniment)

My Brandaddy taught me all about life

Ard how to handle the trouble and sirife

Said you can pretty much tell *bout what a wan knows
By the way he handles his domiroes

He taught me to shuffle them bores face-down

8o you don't know what you're drawin' this round
"N all your hustle don't make a damn

You gotta win or lose by the play o' your hand

Chorus: You take a nickle, I'1l take a dime
My down’s comin® up rext time
You play the spinver, I'1l be the winner
In this game of dominces

Now, your double-five gets you ten to begin
But my blank-five makes it even again

The double-blank makes you look like a winner
But my five-four starts to cul-off the spinrer

I"ve got the blank-six, five-six in my hand

"N' you gotta try 'n' score if you can

But it's gorna be increasingly hard

"Cause you gotta keep goin' to the ol' bore yard

You were thirty-five ahead when I dominced

But my Grandaddy taught me somethin® you rever knowed
Said dow’t try to be the fastest gun in the west

Jus! hang-in 'n' out-last "em 'n' you'll be the best

"N when I laid that last bore down

Why the spots in your hand weighed forty pounds
Double-six, double-four, six-four 'n' ten more
Count ‘em all up "n' write down my score

Chorus:

A1l Rights Reserved
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Hobos Don't Ride Freight Trains Anymore
-- by Frank C. Hill
{(Vocal with guitar accompaniment)

Chorus: The Orange Blossom Special ro longer roars
Down the Seaboard Line to Miawmi's shores
Hobos don't ride freight trains anymore
The Wabash Carnonball 1s gone

There ain't nothin® left but that sad cl' song

Hobos dor’t ride freight trains anymore

Out on Interstate 10 there's a panhandler thwshin®
Wishirn® for the days when he was railroad bummin’
To catch an empty boxcar comin' ‘round the curve
He rode the L & N, Scuthern, and the Santa Fe

But you can't hop a freight on the freeway today
A’ this ol man is losin' all his rerve

Singin' that ol' song 'bout Hobo Billy

While the rain drives hard and the wind blows chilly
Looks l1ike he's gonna have to sleep cut on the road
But now he hears that loresome whistle blow

Sep's them drivers churnin' and the headlight's glow
find that Cld Conductor takes him from the cold

Daddy Claxton and Casey Jores

Wrap a blanket 'round the hobos bones

Takir! that train to the mountain they gotta climb
Ain't no side tracks for this mainlirer

‘Cause they come back for that ol timer

fr? pull intc the station right on time

Chorus:

Way out west in an old ghost town

There's a water tank, but its all broke down
Ain't no yodellin' brakeman hangin’ “round

A forgotten ol' baggage cart is a-waitin!
For yesterday's mail down by the stalion

*N' hobos don't ride freighf trains anymore

Na, no, no
Hobos don't ride freight trains anymore

Home studio recordings

D. W. I. — by Frank C. Hill
{Voral with guitar accompaniment)

He was a good ol boy and & family man
Proud o his kids, head of the clan
They all looked up to him

When they needed a helpin' hard

It*s part of the tragedy of this tale
That he only spent three nights in jail
Due process had to lst hin go

Wher the lawyer made his bail

It was a payday, Friday afterncon

The whole crew down fo the local saloom
Eviry one had bought a round or two

Roung or two

When he laid a ter—spot down on the takble
Said, "Poys, that's 'bout all that I'm able
"Here's a few pitchers on me

“*N' I'11 see you when the week-erd's thr

Chorus: Full on the bottle 'n' push on the thrattle
Hit the roed lickety split
Miss the curve an' then you commit
Manslaughter on the highway
D. W. L

J

ust six years old, playin® in her front yar
When he hit the brakes, pulled the wheel har
But he was already

Flyin' through the air

a 6

Impact throw'd her a hundred forty fest

He side-swiped a pole, flipped in the street
Buckled-up for safety

Jus! normal wear and tear

She was the apple of her daddy’s eye

Ar' her Mamma ain't even begur to cry

The lawysr bargained for 2 weeckless guilty plea
Builty plea

Ain't none o' them never gonna fergit

The sound o' her scream jus' before she was hit
Not the tear in the preacher's eye when he sang
“Nearer My God, To Thee®

Chorus:

A1l Rights Reserved
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(You're Just Arcther) Stuckeys (On The Freeway Of My Life) -- by Frank C. Hill
{(Vocal with guitar accompaniment)

I'm the kind o' guy who rambles the freeways of the land
Wherever I goes I gambles, I'm a rasblin' gamblin' man

I don't spend my money on wine, women or song

1 eats cheep an' I sleeps in my jeep

When the mornin' comes, I'm gove

Chorus:  So horey, don't get your hopes up too high
I don't really think that I'm your kind o' guy, and besides
You lock an awful lot like my first wife
‘N you're just arnother Stuckeys
On the freeway of my life

Bridge: MNow, Stuckeys never promised no culinary delight
The egas're old, the bacor's cold, 'n' the coffee waz made last night
Burgers taste like carchoard, milkshakes ‘re mighty thin
I wsually lose when I eat or I snocze
Eut when I gawbles, I always win

It's Interstate 40 to Vegas from that Fort Warth, Texas town
Been savin' up my wages, gotta lay my money down

don't nead no Lady Luck to fill that irside straight

may be dumb, half a bubble off plumb

But I'11 leave you at the gate

.
i
T
i

You can't trust your car to the man who wears the star

'N' you can't trust your body to a girl y' just met in a bar
Here's e more piece of friendly advice I'11 leave tefore I part
You beern told, to keep the beer real cold

Put it next to my first wife's heart

Bridge:
Chf-h us:

You're just ancther Stuckeys

You're just ancther Mc Donald's, Jack In The Box

You're just ancther Exxon, Nixon, ‘lection
fhyatolla, I don't know, I told you so, Mexico ...

Mexica?

Why you're just ancther condominium

You're just ancther parkin' lot

You're just ancther shoppin' mall, Ma Bell, Taco Bell,
what the hell

Youlre just ancther road side stand

You're just ancther one night stard

You're just arother Stuckeys

You're just ancther Stuckeys on the freeway of my life

Original production by Ky Hote at "Sing Qut" Ed Badeaux's studic for Music Ink Scund, Houston, TX
Summer, 1983. Re-mix by Frank Hill.

All Rights Reserved
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“Late Forties Rock 'N' Roll®
Copyright 1987 by Frank C. Hill

Life Is Like A Freeway —- by Frark C. Hill Killer Hedge -- by HKaren Johnson Willey

{Vocal with guitar accompaniment)

Life is like a freeway, babe

You're my center stripe

If you weren't here to steer for me

1 couldn't tell my left from my right hand

Life is like an elevator
You're my ups an' downs
If you weren't around to push my buttors
I could not find the ground floor
Chorus: You're my horizonm

I hope it's not too far

My cunrise in the mountains
And my shooting star

You're the one ['un dreanin’
Ezneath the big round moon
The only woman that I love
frd ya -- ya keep my guitar

"
5

o7

&0

E0 tured

Life is like an alligator

You're the one who mans the pump

If you weren't here to drain this swamp
Which way would I jump in

Life is like an office job

You're the ore who sets the clock

If you didn't work from nine to five
There'd be no cockies in the crock pot

Chorus:

Life iz like a rocket ship

BElastin' off in space

Without you around for the courd down
I b'lieve I'd lose my piace in lire

Life iz like a freeway, babe
You're my bright light

If you dim or go with him

I wor®t make it through the night

Drigiral production by Ky Hote at
"Sirg Out"” Ed Badesux's studic for
Music Ink Sound, Houston, TX.
Summer, 1383, Re-mix by Frark Hill,

Al Ri

{Vorcall

We once had a killer hedge

It ate our baseballs and cur bikes
Had a whole bunch of little thorns
Ard a hand full of long spikes

It must b
And almost just as wide

It grew urchecked in cur back yard
fnd kept us kids inside

d as prctection
hat never grew
Ariything but cockle burrs
And come goat-head stickers fco

t Mamma sesmed to like it
For reasons no one knows
I guess she thought that anything
With thorns must be a rose

T
ol

-

=t
ained

Survival of the fit
Was the method erte
By Mamma in her vain
At the horticulture g
She sowed
find hoped
To sprout

te
rt
a
2

e
i

they had the brains
a leaf or grow & root
And pray to God for rain

-3

She once grew a killer hedge

It ate our baseballs and cur bikes
Had a whole bunch of little thorns
find a hard full of long spikes

It wust have been more than four fest

And almost just as wide
It grew unchecked in cur back yard
frd kept us kids inside

ghis Reserved
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Legacy -- by Frark C. Hill

{Vocal with guitar; and piano accompanimert by East Side Flash)

My Grandaddy was a cowboy

He rode that western range

Drove cattle north on the Chisholm Trail
*Til the comin' of the trains

Fenced in the plains and the prairies
'N' took the land away from men

Now there's freeways, towns, 'n' cities
Everywhere he's been

He was born in Ha
In 1843

Grew up on the Mississippi River

In ther compromisin® times

for the South in the Civil War
I. t e years of his early feers

Then blew that steamboat whistle
Right on down to New Orleans

rnibal, Missouri

I heard tales o' nights in jail
He was a ruunder in those days
*N' its been said that a man is dead

‘Cause o' his rough 'n' rowdy ways

So he lit out west for Texas

To try an' find hisself that claim

But he rever would-a made it if he hadn't got a
From Frank and Jesse James

Hooked-up with them longhorn ranchers
Furchin' cattle for his keep
Bustin' ponies 'n' breakin!

Never losin' a wink o' sleep
Rode from Texas clear to ol Cheyerm

phonies

‘Least that's how the story goes
Said sivice Custer fell, ain't nothin' for a man
"Cept t' plow then furrowed rows
Recorded at Trail's End Studio, Rustin, TX, May

stale

1387

He was already old when I came along
Ir the deep years of depression

But the songs that he sang and the stories he told
Etched lifelines of impression

Showed me that rifle that he won in Dodge
fn' wade me a rubber gun

He'd go vis'tin' some ol' Irdian lodge
While I played with Lare Wolf's grandson

We'd ride all day 'n' camp all night
Catch a big catfish for breakfast
*bout them Cajun Queerns
et him a:re:ted

down

) alndV: WO

g time now

almost ninety-nine

N th the years as I recollect
A1l the mem'ries ard the dreams
I potta follow that trail where a man must fail

With his high-falootin' schemes

My Grandaddy was a cowboy
He always thought he'd win
New there's fre

eways, towns, 'n' cities

Everywhere he's been

Mixed by Frank Hill.

A1l Rights Reserved
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"Late Forties Rock 'N' Roll®
Copyright 1987 by Frank C. Hill

Fickin® For Plain Folks —- by Frank C. Hill __gg Carmonball —- Traditionalj arranged by Frank C. Hill
Fast Carnonball -- Traditioral; arranged by Frank C. Hill
{Vocal with guitar; "Amazing Bass® by Mark Williamsj (Guitar instrumentals)

Background Campfire Choir and accompaniment: Brian
Cutean, Jim Harcock, Ky Hote, Pretty Patty Peebles,
and the "Original Crickets®) Cactn oS C fe -- b, Fr=nr C. H 11

Chorus:  Somebody's gotta pick for the plain folks

On banjo or guitar Faded pirk, faded green, painted recn deseri scere
Somebody's gotta pick for the plain folks lowing in the half light of r'F‘EﬁtEu smoky dreams

So y'all'1l know you're the star Busted luck, rusted truck, stuck beside the concrete rut
fird we don't need no fancy melody Blaring in tre bright light 0‘ an eightesr-wheeler’s bean
Hot licks don't make the song

If somebody will pick for the plain folks Charus:

Everybody can sing along

Life is like a circle
! ~2'z two sides to every line
If you ain’t nothin' but jus' plain folks
You're welcome inside of mine
I dor’t pive a damn "bout the celor of a wan
Your politics or the length o' your hair
It's your heart 'r' your ear 'n' your voice risin’ clear
That puts music in the air

Charus: Eridge: Leon

get some nervous

-farsaken hole

Everybody enjoys a festival
Of music, crafts and fun

fnd Texas is the origival Chorus:

Home of the san of a gun

Sc hreak out the fiddles an' bar-bgque  mmmmos

*N' your big hat for shade from the sun Howme studio recordings

The cpening act has been introduced

fnd the music has just begun
Chorus:

Oh, there'll be plerty of brand new tunes
Nnether rain or a bright silver moon

fir ice cold beer or a coffee cup

When you wake up aboul noon

Armadillos ‘n' red necks

Bz we sway to and fro

Benerations of Texas gathered

For a family show

Chorus:

Original production by Ky Hote at "Sing Out" Ed Badeaux’s studio for
Music Ink Sourd, Houstom, TX. Sumwer, 1983, Previously released on
Ky Hate's tape, *Stone Soup", 1984, Re-mix by Frank Hill.

RIl Rights Reserved
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Copyright 1987 by Frank C. Hill

Call Him A Man — by Frank C. Hill
{Vocal with guitar accompaniment)

You can call him a cowboy, sod-buster or plowboy
firiy hardle that fits when you work on the land
Cash crops 'n' cattle 'n' howesteads saddles
He's the last of his kind, so just call him a man

‘n!

In nineteen and seven when the range was still Heaven
Brasses so deep and horizons so wide

A man built his dreans on his visions of springtime
fi home in the valley for himself and his bride
cactus

Through sunsets o' ‘n* lifetimes of practice

He rides thrcugh the pages of time
Rich in tradition with a poor man's condition

Lucky if he owns a dime

he years of depression
P1ver barks 'n' barnkers both
The dust got all his dreams
You're too young to be old,

>

a blazing impression
ran dry
nd the summer sun screans

ar
too proud to wonder why

His pickup replaces dirt road ruts ‘v’ traces

Buckboards and singletree wagons

Eut he still keeps his horses, ‘cause they
of course

Whenever he goes

el S
NELp hxm,

to braggir!
hi i al; 31&”: 5ﬂu bc.iuf him
1 never fulfill

z w;fh the boys

cthers! free will

autumn years find him
Pre the dreams that he'l
But he always enjoys a b

Their lives re-enforce eac

er

His body is sun-burnt; he's bawdy 'v' ur-learnt
Hiz wisdam is that of the sage
He wears cha ps on his legs, but his thoughts never beg
To undo the lesses of age
His whoopie-ti-yi-yo, it's a-gettin' kind-a slow
fs it blends with the wrinkles and the gre;
But his visions of freedom, and the outlaws who cheat “em

fre still clear as the crystals on his w1nver‘s day
With spirit unbroken, heard bul urspoken

Like the winds that ccme from the cold

With smoke from ol' chimneys,
Blowin' south toward 0ld Mexico

‘n' shadows of

Sc just call him a cowboy ... (repzat first versel

Home studic recordings

[

Heavy Load —- by Frank C. Hil
{Vocal with guitar accompanimen

al it)
I don't know where you are tonight
I don't know if you are alright
frd that's a heavy load on my mind
You walked intc my life, ca
I thought it'd be IrLght,
'N' that simple magic touch ¢
Has come to mean so much

In the mem'ry that
In the men'ry that

f" D.
-h
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)
] e}
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m
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e
©
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m
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N
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e
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Love is
For the way
But if we'l
Ferhazs
To find
To find

it won't be gquite so rough
a place where 1ife will let
a place where life will let

ETIONN (e =)
OuUT LOVE D8

love be

oup

SR

Freedom's such a haly woed, I can't be

Or those whe only seek security

Sore things a man can't compromise

My socul, my pride v’ youv lovin' eyes

These timss that Er from me
iese times that from ne

L.._

Ay

>ay
7

marn life is like a
shortetop in ny all tine

all

» face on and
would chime just
would chime Jl,u

2

for you
for you

But I dor't know where you are
dan't krow if you are alrigh
nd that's a heavy load on my mird

tonight

I
¥

s Anymore —- by Frank O, Hi
it -- 3 newer

o't Ride Freight Trai

:
with

{Vacal guitar aCCurpah; recording o

cams song on Side Al
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wyright 1987 by Frank C. Hill

Lash La Rue Got Busted ﬁEX The Highway Patrel) -- by Frark L. Hill

{Vocal with guitar; "Amazing Bass" by Mark Williams;
Synthesizer by Ed Badeaux; 2nd Lead Guitar by Hy Hote!l

Lash La Rue go busted by the Highway Patrcl

Cracked his whip an’ he shot from the hip

But he couldn’t kesp it under conircl

When they searched his car, they found pot

Said, "Lash, you 'n' your stash been caught!”

Ar' that's how Lash La Rue got busted by the Highway Patrcl

Lash La Rue was an' ol' time cowboy herc o' mine
I used to watch him in the picture show
Back when it only cost a dime
With Tex 'n' Bene 'n* the Cisco Kid
o get off on the thiﬂgs they did

Before Lash La Rue got busted by the Highway Paliral

=
[~
"
i
(=
L

[t
I
“

Lash La Rue said to the judge, "Flease hear my alibi.

Yeur Homory, I don®t smoke marijuana;

"I've never even been high'

“But I picked up & hitchhiker on the road

“Never asked her bag; never asked her load.

“And that's why Lash La Rue got busted by the Highway Patrcl.®

Last Charce Sue was a-talkin' tc herself as she hung out her thums
She was scared ol' Lash would flash

But leavir' that stash was dumb

The ol fart's eyes got wet 'n' blinky
But the trip with the whip was jus danr kinky
Sz, Lash La Rue got busted by the Highway

Eridge: When Lash La Rue got busted, he sort o lost contral
Hiz pride no longer trusted, he stared into his soul
Was it marijuane that almcst did him in?
Or did he only warma get his kicks again?

Lash La Rue's last movie was in 1345
The black hat he wore wes groovy, but his horse didn’t do tricks
¥ith his trusty side-kick, Fuzzy St. John

They could really get it on
Chasin' bad guys to the setfin' sun
Like Buster Cra g and Tom Mix

sh La Rue got busted, but the judge let him go
a ce Sue hitched ancther ride

With a biker down to Mexice

When they set him free, he showed 'em trick shots

Made that bullwhip crack and pop

ffter Lash La Rue gat busted by the Highway Patral

Original production by Ky Hote at ®Sing Out" Ed Badeaux’s studic for Music Ink Sourd, Houston, TX.
Sumwer, 1983. Previcusly released on Ky Hote's tape, "Store Soup”, 1384, Re-mix by Frank Hill.
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Wacal w1th ngtar- HGuﬂd Dag Dobro
by East Side Flash)

I get my cowboy boots in Study Butte

Down on the Ric Grande

Sing a little sorg in Castolon

Down on the Ric Grande

Eatin® fajitas in Lajites

Down on the Ric Grande

Drink Cuerve Gold with Uncle Joe

Down on the Ric Grande

Chorus: Down on the Ric B

Down on the Ric Grande

Lard, I love to linger in ol' Terlingua
(Last Chorus: Viva Terlingual

Down on the Rio Grande

Lost and found in an old ghost town

Down on the Rio Grande

Horry toads and old dirt

Down on the Rio Grande

Dogies bawl; ‘“doble walls

Down on the Rio Grande

Riv’t nc gringos on the radics

Dowr: or the Rio Grande

rcads

Chaorus:

A cowboy's life sure is nice
Down on the Ric Brarde

Hug and a-kiss-a from swee
Down on the Rio Grande

Make my dough at the rodec
Down on the Ric Grande
Champiorship chili no Waylon 'n' Willie
Down on the Rig Grarnde

t Carissa

Chorus:

Cinrebar mires and Finon Pives
Down on the Ric Grande
Silver spurs and =addls
Down on the Ric Grande
High in the Chisos, ga
Down on the Ric Grande
frradillo jammin'

Dowr on the Rio Brande

burrs

zin® through The Window

Jalapernc Sam

Last Chorus:

Recorded at Traills

End Studio, Rustin, TX, May 1987.

Luckenbach Boodtime Saturday Night —- by Frank C. Hill
{(Vocal with guitarj Hound Dog Dobro
East Side Flash)
Y

Oh well, it's been fen years sirce Hondc died
Ard we laid his soul to rest

frd that 5urg that Waylon 'n* Hillie tried
He tury down that req"es.
The Good Lord knows how the sheriff cried

Now she's back tnxdln bar
Through it all, we kept cur pride,
Daricing beneath the stars

1

Chorus: GBoin® to Luckenbach Saturday night
‘N’ dan:e with Bary P,
Sing them "London Homesick Blues®

Tne; re az blus az me

-
.L

Two step, Wilady, all around
That hundred year old hall
Lucksbach gocdtime Saturday night

N

City life in San Antore
Sure can be a drag
‘N' then lawyers over to Rustin
Air*t got nuch rocm to brag
Sope peace of mind while I unwind
them Farm To KMarket Rozds
is is it: no microchip
5.

Chorus:

Full in early in the afternoon

8z I can get my fill

If Her won't play no dominces
Armond Engle will

Just a friendly game, vno championshi

1
Like they have in al etsville
Sing a few songs 'n' drink a few beers

Brother, that's

rbach goodtime Saturday night
'K I'm bouncin', bouncir', bouncir?,

Bourcin' off the wall

bourcin

Produced by East Side Flash. Mixed by Frank Hill,

All Righis Reserved
Fage i1
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"Late Forties Rock

Copyright 19
fin't No Rock 'N' Rcll — by Frank C. Hill
{Recitation followed by vocal with guitar;

Hound Dog Dobra by East Side Flash)
Eridge: Jez luvs dem ol' Greezy & Rsleep
Are the kinds of wheels thal keep on
Truckin' down the backroads of my mind
Commander's lost in space
Flaret Earth is losin' the race
fird scon there won't be voom for our Kind
Chorus: Rin't no rock 'n' roll

fit the Armadillo

World Headguarters of Texas music sound

Hardly rothin' left

Bui sweet dreaws of Jerry Jeff

frd ghosts of our Lost Gonzos haunting ground
You could nat weite them all
On the bricks of City Hall
The namss «f the pickers who played your fav'rite songs
They took the deepest part
0f wy Lone Star Texas Heart
fird every Cosmic Cowbcy knows that’s wrong

But we had ter good
New there’s nothin' we're bourd to fear

Makes no difference if you lose or if yo
Our time is yet to co

strong year
s
U Win

mo
s

It wor't watier where you're from
Together, we'll all be found in the ozone again
Chorus:
Bridge:
Trail’: i
o .dure
Y Frax” Hil

1
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ghis
Fage

‘N Rell®
by Frank C. Hill
Tick Pickin® Time In Texas -- by Frank C. Hill
(Vocal with guitar accompaniment)

When it's tick pickin' tiwe in Texas
Ticks pickin! all over me
Ore even had the gall to bife the ball o my fool

Ar' that’s an awful hard place to scraich

They'11 crawl up the leg o your blue jeans
And bite you on the cheek
They' 11 nest in your hair, raise a family there

- - PRt s
Ard leave you wi

| .
h the heart

Charus: VYippee-ti-yi-ticky

Yippee-ti-yo-picky

A, pickin' them ticks off of e
Two got in my baby's brassiere
Fut the bite on my love life
So I sprinkled her bust with Sevin Dust
Now, everything's

ay the only good tick is a dead one

But it ain't necessarily so
‘Cause I got a notion, stock in Calanine Lotion
S  put them little suckers to work for me

.‘_{E"f .

m
.

TVE

i)

Moo






